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ing Leningrad, what he would find there, why he was
going there. He was going for nothing- It was all imagina-
tion. Suffering had not cured him of his imagination.
A hundred times he had pictured it to himself, he had
arrived in Leningrad. ...
In his dreams, too, he saw it. In his dreams, Sonechka
and Lyalya were alive, the house was standing un-
damaged, they came out to meet him, laughing and
talking. ... Alexander Ivanovich had mixed everything
up, he was old and busy and got confused. He had
another dream in which there was no house, only a tiny
heap of ashes, and Sonechka and Lyalya stood beside it,
alive, and explained that this pile of ashes was all that
was left of their house.
The awakening after these dreams was the worst thing
of all.
No, in his waking hours, of course, he had no hope of
meeting Sonechka and Lyalya, Mistakes like that didn't
happen. It was an old, kindly considerate, friend who
had written, he himself had followed their remains to the
grave. ...
In his waking hours his imagination pictured some-
thing else—he thought that in Leningrad he might find
Igor. Igor was not dead.
The doctor would arrive in Leningrad and make his
way home on foot. There was the mosque. (Sonechka
had said that the minarets of the mosque were like
snakes* heads. Another time she had said mat the wings
of the Kazan Cathedral embraced it and raised it from
the earth. Sometimes, when the housekeeping got a bit
too much for her, she would say: "Pm just sick of you
all!" Then she would go out alone, go and look at the
inosque, at the Kazan Cathedral and the Neva- Return-
ing home, tired and gentle, with dusty shoes, she would
ask apologetically: "Well, how have you been getting on
without me? ..." and make tea.)
Here he would be walking along his own street, and
in the distance he would see his ruined home. From
another corner Igor, in his uniform, would come towards
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